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young M'Canlis and a girl, Fanny Clarke, a wild,
loose, good-looking young ne'er-do-well, and Tom
Caul. Caul was a bruiser, over six foot, thick and
broad, a boxer of some Glebeshire and Cornish fame
until evil habits had rotted his body. A man with
a brooding sense of injustice, given to passionate
tempers, with some gift of speech. He called
himself a Communist, having as his only desire a
general robbing, burning, destruction of all and
sundry. Behind his wildness there was a certain
dim philosophy.

Moon came over to Furze and sat down.

* Well, Mr. Furze, how's yourself to-day?'
But Furze wasted no time.

* Look here, Lanky, what about the Foster house
in Bridge Street?    Is that woman turning out or
isn't she?'

*  I don't know.    She's very sick.'

* Will she die, do you think?'

*  I shouldn't wonder.'

* We could get another family in there with a
little squeezing*    The Benches would move in.'

*  It's a bit crowded as it is, Mr. Furze.'

* There's that room at the back.    There's only
old Foster there.    If Mrs. Foster goes the old man
would have to go too/

* Yes, that's right, Mr. Furze.'

* I passed Gurney as I came down.'

' Yes, he's been in here just now. He told us to
clear/

4 What was he wanting? *

1 Oh, I don't know. Looking around. He's a
bloody bastard, he is/

Furze went on: 41 heard last week that there's